PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
crete cylinders in a row. It was more like a factory than the
country. The Eiffel Towers and the huge white castles of
elevators dominated the scene, and the cropped fields of
grain were only insignificant dirt spaces in between. This
was the business man come to the country, the application
of the wonders of mechanical progress to the sacred surface of
the earth, which has resulted in some dollars for somebody,
and has left thousands and thousands of acres of American
soil a sterile desert. The splendour of the sun suggested
better things ; it was large and ardent, it seemed nearer to
the earth, and it went down in a ravishing blaze of red and
gold that flung purple shadows across the glowing golden
world, and made you burst with a desire to sing and praise it.
The steady ever-moving train pushed on in the dark; the
perpetual motion and the low roar of it were hypnotic. We
had ceased to believe that it would ever stop, but felt that it
would go on eternally through this strange world of blazing
sun. We dined, grew hazy as to the hour, and the day of
the week of what month? We put back our watches a
couple of hours to Mountain Standard Time, but it meant
nothing, except that we were in a weird country regulated
by five different Standard Times. The silent Negro porter
made the beds, and we went to sleep again behind the
Pullman curtains.
And that night was the end of skyscrapers, of all hard,
rigid cities of straight lines ; the end of dismal industrialism,
and a commercialised countryside. It was the end of stiff,
respectable females, and monstrosities of men in frock coats
and business suits ; from then on political agitation was a
faint far-away voice, and the wicked world of commerce
and money-making was forgotten. It had all vanished in
the night, for our faithful train had shoved its way to the